The Safety Catch
News of the battle had readied the Mayor's parlour. Carrying
the direful telephone in his hand, the Town Clerk entered the
Mayor's presence.
"They're murdering one another up there," he said.
The Mayor looked up from his .signing of. invitations to the
Corporation Ball.
"Don't be so melodramatic, Riddlehoe," he said. "Who's
murdering whom?"
The Town Clerk held out the telephone.
"Hear for yourself," he said.
The Mayor looked with distaste at the instrument. "I don't want
that," he remarked.
"Speak to His Worship," said the Town Clerk to the invisible
one, and pushed the telephone into the Mayoral hands. The Mayor
took it, looked aggrieved at it, put the right end to bis ear gingerly,
and looked reproachfully at the Town Clerk.
"You could have told me," he said. "The thing's warm.
Horrible." Then his face became benevolent, the smile of an able
man appeared, and he nodded his birdlike head, uttering deep
notes of the sympathetic trombone.
"Yes____Yes____" he said, and finally, "I'll go there myself."
He put down the telephone.
"Car?" asked the Town Clerk.
The Mayor swung into action. "Yes," he said. "I'll settle this in
two minutes."
The Town Clerk seized the telephone to call a car, in an efibrt to
forestall the Mayor's impending speech about the Young.
As they drove swiftly towards the Barelands, the Town Clerk
sat beside the Mayor, his face set in non-committal lines, his arms
folded. The Mayor bent towards him.
"I suppose you'd turn out the police to setde this thing," he
said.
"I certainly should," agreed the Town Clerk.
"And that's just where you'd go wrong," said the Mayor. "These
, young chaps aren't law breakers, you know. They're just high-
spirited youngsters."
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